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CHAPTER I.
Alan Merridew held Minnie Royal's

hands last clasped In his own. and kept
JJIthem pressed against his breast. Her
flnaj deadly pale, were brimming
.J ... ...

I Hi Vjwim tears, ner gray uhu ut"- -

J ilblinir. she was trvimr to be firm.

It M As for Alan himself, moment a

't vjstraln upon his manhood greater
(f lhad known before. The pair,
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v:6ubject a painter's canvas under the
of "The Parting." everything arounu

lent Itself to the telling of the story of the
I picture.

A cold, chilly, fas mi slowly thln- -

f ning. so tnat tne uiny water 01 ure
u 11 Thames, with all the multi-rigge- d craft
1N '"that, moving or stationary, floated upon its

n waters, near by, were discernible. The
V ij craft, it i3 true, had a special look when

IJf ;j seen through the thinning haze.
1 Tho lovers were stnndirg upon the deck
i nf nn ntn7.nril-bnnn- d shlti. thet. with

I.vi J anchor up ard down, lay off Gravesend
IV" A The year was in the early tittles. The
9 v.nnh ws Vrti.nmVm- Til llm nf lflT TV JIM
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gray

dimly

7:43 In the morning.

"watsox.

Part of the crew, forward, stood Inside the
bars of the capstan waiting for the order

4 to break out anchor. Aft, close by the
wheel, stood the captain and the pilot, the
temper of the latter getting more and
moro touUiy as the precious moments sped
by and his r.ose grew bluer with the raw
cold of the morning.

"I guess," he muttered, " "as hew them'cre
turtle-dove- s alnt never heard that 'ere
nortlcal tex' wot says, 'time an' tide waits
fur nobodj ' So ef they don't soon say

tat-ta- ," I guess we'll hae to send a. pair
o" shears forward to 'em Jist to cut
Interview short "

The watchman who waited to take his
fare back O the shore, growing chilled, be-

gan to beat his hands across his breast to
Infuse some life into them.

Same sense of the urgency of time and
tide began at last to break In upon the

mind of Alan Merridew. and he
glanced around and aft. Tho kindly cap-

tain caught his eye, looked toward the pilot,
raised his s, then called out pleas-
antly. "Yes. Sir. Merridew. I think we
must really say 'good-by- .' as every mo-

ment of this tide Is worth Its weight In

"Kisses!" grunted the pilot.
Alan whlsrered something Into the girl's

car. Her brimming eyes were lifted to his
os he spoke, there was a look of almost ab-

solute terror In them so awful seemed this
moment of separation. The great glitter-
ing tears rained down as she dropped her
face upon his breast

"With another whispered word, a word
strong In Intensity of love, and tender with
the weight of his own sense of pain at the
parting, ho drew her face upward, and
kissed her passionately as he murmured,
"Good-b- my own darling! good-b- y, and
may God bless and keep you through all
until we meet again."

As his kisses fell upon her lips, his words
upon her ear, and she noted the huskiness
and tremor In his voice, the call upon her
to be brave rcet a grand response. IJke the
touch of dawn, upon tho night-darken-

earth, a smile came Into her sad face: her
lips, lost their grayness, ceased to tremble,
and now replied to his benediction with
"God bless you, Alan. Forgive me for
breaking down and I meant to help you
by being oh; so strong Good-b- y. my
darling! Good-by- !"

She looked straight Into his eyes; that look
remained with him as a beacon light, and as
an Inspiration through all the vicissitudes
of the days that were to come. Once more
he gathered her In his arms, their last
greetings were exchanged, and ho handed
her tenderly down Into the b3at

Conciliating tha boatman with the gift
of a half sovereign. Alan watched and
waved to his fiancee, until hla mist-blind-

eyes, and the thick shore fog, hid the boat
snd its occupants from sight.

Tho sailors feet that tramped round the
capstan were leaden; tha breasts they
pressed against the ash bars were sad and
aching; their shanty song was poorly sus-

tained because of tho lump that would per-

sist In rising in many of their throats, yet
with all this the anchor was soon broken
out, run up, catted and flushed and the ves-- el

began to forgo swiftly ahead.
Minnie Royal. In the waterman's boat,

watched the ship as long as she could see
the face and form of her lover, but when
tha last faint outline cf his dear form
melted away la the fog. which had begun
again to thicken, then she burled her face
In her bands and sobbed softly to her-
self.

"Pore young thing!" murmured the old
mahogany-face- d watchman. "This sort o
thin? alius reminds me o' weanin time fur
a calf or a babby."

All unconsciously to herself, Minnie sob-
bed out loud the words, "Oh. Alan!"

The old man caught the sorrowful
syllables, half-paus- in his pulling, then
with a dubious shake of the head continued
his audible soliloquy, "Ah! there yer ar!
That's where the rub comes In, an" alius
does In these cases. The pore thing have a
been feelln' all along ns how her young
man was all her own, an wot belongs to
us. as Is ours, we likes to keep, 'cos some-
how It don't feel like our"n when It's out o'
our sight. This yer boat's mine, alius
will be, I "opes, but suppose she breaks
her painter some night an' drifts all out
down past the Nore an' I never claps eyes
on It agin, well, the boat may be mine all
the same, but Its lost to me. Seems like
that's how some o' thtse poor young things
feels when they kisses their sweethearts
"good-by,- " they ain't sure about 'em when
they breaks their moorln's an' drifts out to
they furrin' parts.

The old waterman's Judgment of Minnie
Royal's thought was very far from the
truth. She never doubted her lover.

The old salt had spoken loud enough for
h.cr to hear every worX but only a mean-
ingless murmur ever reached her absorbed
souL

"God bless you, miss, an' give your good
gcnnelman's safe v'yago an' a smart re-

turn," was the boatman's parting word ns
he helped the silent girl out on to the lit-
tle rickety landing stage.

In an aimless way. yet with a kind of
blind Instinct, Minnie Royal went wearily

r the dirty street, straight to the rail-
way station.

tine shivered with the cold, but the ley
grasp of sorrow and sadness wero upon her
heart so that she had no Immediate sense
of tho physical chill that gripped her.

She had an hour to wait at the station.
The ladles' waiting-roo- was empty, but
cheery with the blare of a great fire that
roared and crackled In the wide grate. As
she sat by the fierce clow her body slowly
thawed. The blood flowed faster through
her veins. The lclness of her grief broke
down and sho wept warm, womanly tears
that helped her.

The rattle of a spoon In a saucer, near
by, aroused her from her deep, sorrowful
thoughts. The homely sound spoke to her
slumbering, long-fasti- appetite and she
knew that she was hungry.

A screened glass partition was all that
separated the waiting, from tho refreshmen-

t-room. Passing out on to the plat-
form, she made her way Into the refreshmen-

t-room. There were no dandles about,
so the comely-face- d girl behind the
bar could find time to wait upon a lady,
and In less than seven minutes Minnie was
In the middle of a cozy Uttls meal, tho
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chief charm of which, to her. was a pot
of steaming;, fragrant tea.

The meal did her good. She told herself
that she could not eat, that It would 6e
shameful to cat at such a sorrowful time,
but somehow each mouthful taken paved
the way for two others to follow, until
she had eaten a very fair meal.

Before she had half reallrtd how the time
sied. the up train came In, and she was
ruhtng away toward Iondon. Minnie was

for

the

an'

died when she was 10 years old. I.cft to the
care of her only brother, who was 16

years older than herself, she had lived with
him ever since, and between the pair there
existed the strongest bond of affection.

CIIVPTIRl II.
Uncle Snlpfe 'mid Prnrhblossntn.

ThrouyJi a long, wild gully, then along the
lied of a dry watercourse, over piles or
fantastically grouped bowlders and hugf.
rough snags of rock, a solitary horseman
pursued his slow, weary vray.

Horse and rider were alike tired.
Alnud. the man had Just told the beat

that, as soon as this waterbed was cleared
and they had got up into the belt of wood
that could le seen half a mile away, they
wovM halt and camp for the night.

Of course, the horse understood the pur-
port of thi" piece of good news, and equally
of course the low whinny that escaped him
was his way of expressing delight.

The beast had a right to bo tired, since
he had traveled almost Incessantly for
twelve hours, bearinr, besides his master,
a small rolled-u- p tent, with sundry other
possessions of tools and food. etc.

That last half mile was almost accom
plished, the horse was struggling up a
strep slope of broken ground, was within
six feemf the level ground above, when he
stumbled with tiredness and shot his master
over his head.

Tor a moment or two the man, Alan Mer-
ridew, lay stunned and still, then slowly,
painfully came back to consciousness. After
a time he tried to rise, but hank down
again half fainting, he could not use his
left foot, nnd his ankle pained him hor-
ribly.

His horse, philosopher that It was. hav-
ing fully decided that he was of no present
use to his master, had found a patch ot
rough feed a little distance oft and was
contentedly munchliig his supper.

The silence and solitude were profound.
Alan could almost hear the beat of his own
heart. At another time he would have

the rugged grandeur and solemn si-

lence of the place, but now It failed to im-
press him with any emotion other than a
sense of the awkwardness of his situa-
tion.

"If I was only stranded on one of the
common highwass of the country ." ho mur-

mured. "I might socn be helped by soma
passer-b- y, but hero !"

He gazed around everywhere, and his face
fell as ho thought how remote were his
chances of help In such an
wild as that in which he found himself.

A rush of tiny wings, close to him. broke
Into his musing, his eye. following the rush,
saw a lark fluttering up In Its flight sky
ward. Swifter, stronger beat the tiny wings
bearing the plain brown body higher and
higher.

The bird had broken Into song, and now,
soaring, and singing filled all the space
aloft with the liquid music of his giad
sons.

Up, up, up It went, until the strained eye
of Alan Merridew saw only a quivering
speck against the hard hot looking sky
above him.

Then as he watched the speck, he saw
how it swayed to and fro, grew larger,
camo nearer, then fell In sudden Jerkings,
until Its song was again full and clear.

Anon It paused In Its droppings, and
floating on still and outstretched wings.
gave vent to trill and run of many sweet
notes, before It dropped, like a spent ar-

row, to tha earth, and into a tuft of
coarse grass not three yards from where the
watching Alan lay.

The whole Incident, simple In Itself, yet
so fraught with Joyousness and song, had
made Alan forget his own plight for the
time, and now diverted his thoughts Into
another and healthier channel.

"Are yo not worth more than many
sparrows? Minnie would ask me." he said
softly over to himself. "And she would
bid me pray to God for help In my dilem-
ma."

This mental utterance of Minnie's namo
had the effect of once more changing the
current of his thought, and for awhile ho
forgot all else save his absent lover.

Coming back to every-da- y things, he be-

gan to muse on the Eubject of prayer. In
the abstract.

"How," he asked himself, "does prayer
work? how can any appeal of mine reach
the ear of an unseen God, and bring an
answer of help or blessing back?"

"How," asked a voice within him, "does
your brain communicate an order to your
forefinger and thumb when you write a let-
ter, and compel that same finger and thumb
to answer the order of your brain, by writ-
ing the very words you commanded T"

"Don't know?" he murmured aloud.
"'Vet it Is so. Is It not?"
"Certainly!" he replied to himself.
"Why 13 It so?" came the next question.
"Because there is an unseen but living

connection between the two the brain nr.d
the finger. I suppose," ha slid musingly.

"nxactly the came Is it with prayer, when
there is a living connection between God
and the soul," replied tho hidden thought
of his mind.

As he held this silent converse with him-
self he suddenly realized that the whole
argument was a modified reflection of a
conversation that had passed between Min-
nie and himself, long, long ago.

The sun was now drooping fast. In an
hour or little mere it would set.

The prospect before him, for the night, was
a grim one. Bedless, blnnketless, foodies,
it looked as If he would have to spend the
night Just where he lay.

"I would pray for help," he mused, "If
there was any living connection between my
soul and God. but I know there Is not and

The pain In his ankle was so fierce for a
moment that hla teeth set with n sudden,
sharp snap. His ears seemed momentarily
closed by the action.

When once more they opened, the rich
voice evidently of a negro came rolling up
the gulleyv singing:
"Didn't my lord d'Hter. Dan'l, d'llbcr

Dan'I.
An' why not ebery man?

De moon run down In A purple stream,
De sun forbear to shine

An" ebery star disappear
King Jesus shall be mine."
Alan Merrldew's heart gave a great leap

of Joy. tor he knew that help was at hand.
Raising himself upon his elbow he saw

in the dltsance a sight that, tn spite of hts
pain, provoked a smile within him.

Clambering surefootedly over the rough
bowlder-strew- n bed ot the watercourse
there ccme a large-mac- e, raw-bone- d,

hideously ugly mule.
On Its back was a mountain of baggage

securely lashed In an almost solid cube.
On either side of the scrubby hide of the

mule there hung 3 short broad pannier.
Below the panniers, swaying loosely about,
wore two huge, bare black feet and
ankles.

Above and behind the cube mountain of
baggage, there showed the face of a negro.
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surmounted by an abnormally broad plantai-

n-leaf hat.
As Alan Merridew took in all this, the

rich tones of the black's voice rolled up-

ward along the gullyway In words strangely
appropriate to the recent thought of the lis-

tener:
"De wind blow east, de wind blew west
Him blow like de shudgement day.
An" ebery joor soul dat nebber did pray

'11 be glad to pray that day."
The mounted singer was by this time

within half a dozen yards of the prostrate
Alan, but absorbed with his song he saw
nothing, and his voice broke out in fuller
melody, in the refrain:

"Didn't my Iord d'liber Dan'l, Dan'I
An' why " I

Tho sudden stopping of the mule broke
into the negro's song. The latter had Just
Ugiin to rate his beast, saying, "My! you
rascally Peach-blosso- what you up to
trick fur now" when his eyo fell upon
Alan.

"Sakes alive, massa!" he cried, "war you
gone done ttimblo for sure 'hurt ef Peach-blosso- m

hadna seen yer, ah, guess Unku
Snlckn'd a passed yer."

In the nimblest, and most awkward-lookin- g

fashion Imaginable, Uncle Snick
demounted and came to Alan's side.

"Hou jer du. massa?" he asked gravely.
"Wots de mischief? hed yer coma in his
plckdlskerment?"

Alan In a few words) explaired his situa-
tion, addint;, that though he was sure no
bones wero broken, yet the sprain of his
ankle was too servere to permit him to
stand or walk.

"Whnr dat hos o'yourn, massa, I won-
ders," replied Uncle Snick, "seems to dis
chile dat dat am de first consideration, so
I Jes unload Peach-blosso- here an' den
I got ter go right off strait away fur that
air deserter."

As ho spoke the negro crossed to where
the mule stood patiently waltfng. In a rew

j seconds the back load and panniers lay up- -
nn .1..-- 1 1 .. 1.1,.-- . ." me kiuuuu aim uie itinuo-iace- a negro
rubbing careslngly the nose of the relieved
nnimnl, said, "der er Is Peach-blosso-

free as de senate mens at Washington who's
alius got Ut come when deys called. Now
ha be a good roll."

The mule bounded fifty feet away, kicked
up his legs In the wildest, most frantic
manner, then lying down he rolled over nnd

rover on his scrubby back, uttering strange
little noises of pleased delight.

"Will he come back to you when you
want him?" asked Alan as he watched the
mule finally make off.

"Most sartlnly he will, mass-?!- said the
negro, "Fao" is, poro Pcach-blossc- m Jist
gone hab berry hard times 'fore he call me
Iks, an" now him got me fur him fricn"
he known ho wur never so well oft afore.

j an he s Jist so good as do ox an' der ass
wot Sarah talks 'bout, dat knowed dems
owners an' der musoa's crib."

"I wish my horse did," said Alan a little
wistfully.

"You'm leabe-- dat hos-- s to Unku Snick,
massa, I guess I kotch him a'most afore a
babby kin ray merlasses. Dare ain't a hoss
In djs country dat dis chile wouldn't Bit.
some quick, I tells yer. Yer see now,
massa."

fnce
off.

go
less thnn half hour, thi neirro had an

Alan's tent, fired up
camp, had bound up the injured ankle' with;

few leaves he had found in
the wood when he went for the and

go die
before the hngry Alan.

fellow Is!" was
the mental of the watching

"Dere, Massa," said the fellow,
at that moment, "Mere's de supper ready,
an here's de guess ready
So "11 Massa say crarn."

"Say the astonished
Alan, face and voice expressed

amazement he felt

"No. Uncle I can't smy grace, do
you do It please."

his Immense hat, the negro closed
eyes, lifting his voice, sang:

"Dhou am great, an Dhou am good
Ar." wo tank-de- e dis food;

By dy han we all am fed
Gib us. Tord, our dally bread."

"Dat's right," added, as he covered
hi again with patent plan-
tain umbrella he had doffed In

"Dot's right, now we tote along
smart as wo likes wid de good victuals."

III.
I'ncle Snick's Legacy.

the first ten minutes of that meal
there were scarcely more than the same

i

a

a

number of words between Alan
and the negro, each were too Intent upon
their food. After a time, however, their

were loosened.
"How massa ccme out to slch a

disfortunate place as dis? Him lose
him party, eh7" asked the negro.

"No, uncle," said Alan, smiling, "I didn't
lose my party, I left them. The fact Is. 1

have been gold-seeki- ever since I J ob feber. eh? An' de place de res'
out from Kngland. and but bad
luck. The last place I was In didn't nay for
my food, let alone anything else. Hearing
a whisper ot gold been found over at
Kelly's Urook, I made my plans and sllppfd
oft alone and was on my way thither,
my horse threw me two hours ago.

"On you's way to Brook, massa!"
said negro. "Grnshus you's
firty mile out o' de road dat lead ter dat
place."

"Then where does this road lead to. it
road It can be aked Alan, "and
where are you bound to, Uncle."

For a moment or two the negro was si-

lent, his eyes fixed upon the pannikin ot
coffee before him.

Then, slowly lifting his head, and looking
searching!)- - into Alan's face, he said, "Dis
brry strange Ian' to lib in. marsa, sin' do j

gold bin foun", an" ebery ones got ter be i

keerfti' who dey talks to in dese time, but j

Some road I Mkps mns?i fn jin him nlrrt '- - i
mos' speshul. Iird let t In, left a bless
me meet him kinder o" purpose, so 1

to trus" massa."
He lowered his voice almost to a whisper,

leaned forward toward Alan, as he con-
tinued, "I goln' arter gold, war no one else
knows, an" war there am piles on't
ter be picked up."

Alan at tho eager black face be-

fore him as though the man
must be demented.

"How do ou know th!. Uncle Snick?
And where Is thin he managed to
ask amid his bewilderment.

"Dem as gibs to de poor, lends io de
Lord," replied the black, scntentlously, add- - i next Cay.
ing, "An' de Inrd nebber bide long In de

debt, so dats how I know what I
know."

Alan did not to Interrupt the
quaint o!d man. who went on. "One day. j

more'n monf ago. I found a poor, mis'lable
'color man. him brncker dan m. him

an' so I lend de Lord a Ilckle by '

gibhin" to poor brack i in. oblivious
fella, b.id I

he wur fur a one of
help. Den. ncah j In road, slid

end. I own pace,
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Uncle Snick lioked cautiously all around, j

as though he feared thnt tomo eaves-- !
dropper woud hear the secret he was about
to

that he red Alan the only J

bolngs In the solitude where the mrap ,

was pitched, he went on, wur j

great secret. Pocr lwen j

to a Mex'can man dat, 'Ions wld tree oders.
went ter fin' de gold In place dat nobidy

goes."
"Dey 3Uffer sumfan fearfu", 'cos took

do wrong road. Dere pad: mule wi'd all
der turn giddy an' tumble otx-- r

a rock place, down canon, mill'ns an'
mill'n.s an mill'ns o" yards deep. dey

With a knowing nod at Alan, his black ! rush on, de fever oil de geld on dem."
all alleht with humour, tho' "Two cl dem go fur want o' water.

horse-catch- er went I rmdder one de Mcx'can-g- ot bit wit a

In ten minutes he came In sight again, eke a skorp'ii, den dere on'y one let.
leading the truant back. ' "'des Jake, but two on anoder day.

In n.

pitched a comfortable

horse,
mornin

"What quick, handy he
comment? Alan.

all
de supper.

grace!" ejaculated
alike

at such an unex-
pected, request.

Snick,

Doffing

he
wool-mo- p

before e.

CHAPTER

exchanged

tongues
unfor-sake-n.

nothing

having

Kelly's
goodness,

called?"

goln"

thought

place?"

lender's

attempt

let

31TST

divulge.
Assured

perv'shons

In barest whisper, his round wltn
a great wonder awe. negro went
on. "dey foun' de ob It." Jake
said. De berry sight ob It made, de white

was setting out a meal, with hot coilee, "n clean mad an" him nex"

"handy

fur

and

and

fur

Tor

had

the

now

the

the

kin

the

the

wlf a bullet wet he shoot out of his
own 'volver. Jake got feared, so took one
o" de hosses an" lash 'em bag n" gold each
side ob de saddle, an' start off

"De fust night camp, de hoss break
loose, an' Jake he lef wl' nuthln' Imt his- -

self to git how he can. He katca on
feber. an' git hunged up on de road in reg'-l- ar

queer place, I ccrco 'long an' fin's him.
an' nusses him till he dies, nn" he leabes me
his secret fur him legacy. I. en my way to
dat gold, I fin's you, massa. Now.
say you he true to Unku Snick, eh, we gO

on togedder fin dat gold an' share em. eh"
Much by the negro's trust in him-

self, as well as by the wonder of the story
he had told, Alan held his hand out toward
him. as he said:

"My good fellow, you may take my word
for It that I stand by you faithfully,
for good or 111. As you said Just now, there
are all sorts of characters now In this won-

derful of America, and one never
whom to trust, but I promise you

that you have an honest can to deal wltn
now."

.(- - .. ... Clie

negro, grasping Alan's band ln the grip of
friendly compact.

"How far," asked Alan, "are we from the
place the poor said the gold
was? And how do you uncle, that it
is true, that the story was not the effect of
the fever in the poor chap?"

Pulling three large nuggets of almost pure
gold from his pocket, the negro held them
lforo the astonished eyes of Alan, saying.

massa, does dey look like de mum'
came Iln's whar

when

JM

dey

dey

Is' ain t more'n tirty mile fro' here now.
Yer see, we's long way outer de way ob
mos folk new, eben de gold p'ospeckers."

Alan needed no further convincing. His
heart beat tumu!tuously with Joy and hope".
His mind conjured up wondrous visions ot
wealth, and of a life of love and happiness
with the chosen one of his heart.

The negro and himself held a consultation
together, with the result that they decided
to get to rest as soon as they rle
with the sun. make nn early start, ana
thus reach tho gold-go- In good time the
next day.

".Mas.i needn't hab no fear 'bout gittln"
on his boss In de marnin", 'cos he fin" dat
di leafs me put on d.t leg
ob hir.'nt make him nearly well by

'Sides, me help him on de hoss,
an' den lie kin keep de leg up straight it he
like."

The good fellow speedily prepared the rug
Insido the tent for Alan, and helping him

an' berry likely de with "Gawd you. Massa."

waitln"

gazed
he

starbed
clyln".

Alone In his tent, Alan found it difficult
to sleep at first, and during his wakefulness
he heard the faithful black praying most
lustily for "de r.oo massa." and for suc-

cess In their forthcoming enterprise.
"Queer mixture, some of these black

ms one of Alan's last thoughts be-

fore he dropped asleep.

CIIAITIIH IV.

An Oicrtnrncil Iloirliler.
A wilder, rougher road it would be hard

to find than that over which Alan Merri-
dew and the negro. Uncle Snick, traveled

The heat, two hours alter sunrise oniy.
was Intense,

iiy 9 the hot glare of the sand,
Tnd the blaze of the rocks that flanked their
path, was unbearable, yet the pair
scarcely it.

Tho power of the great hope them,
the force of the wealthy quest they were

dat fcrudder. Poor engaged kept them largely to
mlsfortunate him had berry luck. their surioundings.
and most powerfu' gratefu' Toiling up the many steeps that
Ilckle wnen him berry him jay their the negro from his

him gab me a legacy." the beast take Its and

were
living

"De l?gacy
Jake, him sarvent

eter

Inter
But

"cos
smiling mad

eyes
and

gold "tons

hlsself

back."
he

back

when

moved

will

lard
knows

where fellow
know,

'Dere,

could,

o'clock

almost
heeded

before

mule,

male--

he. dropping back, walked ty the side o
Alan.

"I'reffu! firs fur dat Mex'can tjO git bit
wlf cV scrrcnt so as he die. masa." said
th black, alluding to his last night's story.

"Terrible " said Alan. "I hate the very
name cf a serpent or a snake."

"Dere worn't no cure fur dat poor Mex'-

can." continued the Mack, "like der wur
fur dey un In d? wild'ness?"

Ho turned his eyes up Inquiringly to the
face of Alan a ho spoke. For a moment
the latter did not recall the allusion, and
asked. "What people do you menn. under

"Do chlllen ob Israel, massa. In de wild'-
ness. Don't yer min' how fur dere sin de
Lord sent de fiery serpents mong 'cm. an'
how dcro wur on'y one fing ter cure dey
bitten tins, dat wur to "oik at de brass
serpent dat wur put up en de pole. De
Bible sez dat, 'It ccme ter pass dat If de
serpents bitted any man. when de man

by

as

Question and answer followed between
Alan and the negro through several hours.

The poor teacher knew his Bible
well, though he his quotations ln the
quaintest styles, and h kept Alan

to great point, his responsi-
bility In the of either or
accepting salvation Christ.

Hour after hoar passed. noon they
halted, resting" for hours.

With a rare wisdom. Snick left the
brooding Alan with the subject of his
sonal acceptance or refusal of God evident

side Alan, and unknown to the latter, was
able quietly to study his face.

By and bye the watching negro saw a
sudden light leap Into the eyes and face
that he was watching so narrowly. The
lips parted, and with an eager wistfulness
he murmured aloud, "I wish I could let her
know."

"Dat massa's mudder ln heaven?"
tho delighted Snick, catching hold of the
glad thought the murmured suggest-
ed. "Cos it so. massa needn't trubble
nuthln' 'bout that 'cos."

The clear, rich voice of the .negro broke
into a song, and on the still, desert air there
rose the swet words and notes of

Dere am an(?el hoverin" "roun"
Dwe am angeN tioierln" "roun

To carry le tMIn'a home.

"I have a mother In heaven," said Alan,
answering Snick's eager thought. "ut I
was not thinking of her, but someone
else in Kngland."

"Ah! dat's massa's sweetheart, fu. jure,"
laughed the happy-hearte- d black. "Well,
bress de Lord dat massa hab 'elded to lib
to God an' now "

He paused suddenly and straight
him a moment or two without speak-

ing. Then, slowly and deliberately, as
though repeating lesson learned, he said.
"Heg'lar Jumblo o' red rocks, big tree all
gone dead an' strucked wid Iightnin. one
great rock stick up like monnerment down
ln oie Vlrginl

With a sudden, hearty laugh he turned
his face, beaming with Joy. towards Alan, as
pointing to the objects he had Just enu-

merated In his murmured words, he said,
"Thar, massa, dere.s de fust tings poor ole
Jake tell Snick he see afore he come to de
gold place."

Alnn's every feature exhibited the Intense
excitement that was filling him, as he saw
nnd heard this testimony.

The pair pushed on. they entered a kind
of deep which, for wildness of
scenery, could surely not have been sur-

passed anywhere on the face of the globe.
Suddenly, Alan's horse gavo a loud whin-

ny. Another whinny, quickly followed by a
second, rime ln response. The next minute
there came galloping towards the little
party two strong. lean-looki- horsest One
of tho beasts was saddled, and still bore
sundry small packages lashed to the saddle-
bow.

"Dem's de hosses ob de dead party." said
Snick, excitedly. Dey's sniffed you's hoss,
massa, on' come to say 'how-du-d- u' to dere
brudder. Wal, dey'll be berry usefu to we
uns. bum by. when we's got de gold an'
starts back. No need to bodder "bout
kotchln' of 'em now, dey won't go fur away
now dere's anoder hoss herembout."

Another, a sadder link ln the chain of tes-

timony to the dead Jake's story, presently
stared them In the face, a skeleton by the

nysldr.
Snick silently dotted his hat as he passed

the sad remains. Alan followed suit
A few minutes later they came to the

wide, eep. shallow gulley of a dry water-
course, and Snick pointed out a certain
landmark which he had before stated was
to be the point of encampment.

The pair dismounted.
By the help of a stick. Alan could get

about fairly well. His ankle was stiff, but
the excruciating pain of the night before
was all gone.

The sun had set and the night-gloo-

thickened swiftly around them. was
only time to pitch the tent it became
quite dark.

That Alan could not sleep. His newly- -

awakened soul, filled with a new life, was
In full stretch after God.

too. he was encampen. professedy.
within a few hours' search of a fortune. All
the misery and failure cf the last two years
faded from his mind as the vision of the
waiting gold rose up vividly before him.

He longed for the morning. It came at
last

Almost with the first break of day the
pair were astir. Breakfast was hurried
over, then their search began. Thcjr soon
discovered that Jake's story was not all
myth, for by noon they had more than

worth gold, either ln almost pure
nugget? or g quartz.

Dinner, and an rest, and they were
at work again, the afternoon proving even
more successful than morning had
been.

Still, they had not found sacks full of the
rrecious metal jet, nr.d both knew that
without a water supply they could not stay
long at the place.

That night Alan slept from sheer fatigue.
He awoke about midnight mest campers-o- ut

do but It was not use, altogether, that
had woke him this time, but,the noises all
around.

A howling, whistling wind was abroad,
and mingling with its din were the scared
whinnylngs and tramping of the frightened
horses.

Rain, a fearful tropical type cf rain, began
to descend in sheets. The roar of rushing
water was now added to the unseen ter
rors oi the night.

to the skin, poor Snick crept to
the opening In Alan's tent, which, screened
from the storm by the pile of rock under
which It had been pitched, was snug and
dry. had before respectfully declined
to share the tent with Alan). before
ho cou'd prefer one word cf request for en-

trance, Alan, seeing the dull gleam of his
eyes shining amid tho darkne'S. said.
"Como Inside, uncle. Tccr eld fellow, you
are wet. I guess."

"Ya massa. but ain't 'ticelar 'bout dat.
so long rs Cls rain don't wash away de
gold." Snirk sighed "as he uttered his fear.

"Not rucli fear of that."
During the remainder of the night the

pair talked of many things, but chiefly of
the treasure cf the Kingdom of God. this
subject being uppermost In the mind of
Alan.

The morning broke calm, bright and
cloudier. A gurgling, murmuring, yellow
stream ran Its muddy way down whit was
yesterday but a dry watercourse. The evi-

dences of the awfulr.ess of the storm ot the
right were plain on hand.

The storm must have first burst and raged
higher up ln mountains, miles away, for
the roaring heard nmld the darkness had
been tl-a-t of an awful torrent that had al-

tered every feature of the banks of the
river channel.

One huge bowlder, near which Alan nn'l.... ... . ... . - i
looked at de serpent ob brass, he HDDed. sn!ck naj taken their chief treasure ol
Dat's glorious news, massa. fur we un.s. coI(i th afternoon before, now lay full upon
chr' Its face, like the fallen Dagon of the Phills- -

"Why, uncle, what has that old story to tines of old.
do with us. tor me. for ins'.ance?" asked1 Tho day previous It had been pivoted
Alan, fairly interested thl3 time. upoa a number cf smaller stones, and these

"Cos de Bible 'Clares we's alf bitten wld ln turn ha(1 reted uron a slightly depressed
sin, massa." cried the black, and his face part 0f tne sandy bank of the watercourse,
was full of a great eagerness he spoke. The raging torrent of the night
'"An sez dat. Jist as d'at look of fait , had tapped this sandy foundation: tl)e giant
at dat brass serpent de lsl'llte. so stonp n3(1. toppled and fallen. Succeeding
whosoeber looks at de lifted up Jesus, an" t rushes of water had swept away the loose
billebes In htm sail hab eberlastln" life." J .tone?--
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huge eggs, tho astonished pair found an
enormoui pocket of gold.

Snick's delight took the characteristic
form of his race. He leaped and laughed,
shouted and sang, prayed and praised ln
one and the same breath.

Forty-eig- ht hours later th pair, with
both the captured horses of the dead miners
Ion led with gold, and they themselves
mounted on their own fceasts, struck camp.

CHAPTER V.

ly filling his thoughts. f Anil So Her Prince Foil ail ner,
When they resumed their Journey Alan "Japhet In search of father" was never

was very silent, his face grave and almost more perplexed than was Alan Merridew
sad. I as he hunted London over for a clew to his

They rode on through the blazing heat lost lover. Day after day he wearied out
. .. Z ..'..", , I for hour and a half, then Snick' horse after horse, as in hired hansoms he
oodn yer his the! .i

a

a

w

a

or.co more slipped from his beast, and I drove hither and thither.
J dropped quietly back until he was close be-- 1 He had traced Minnie, as far as that first
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terrible place where, with bitter alaTery,
she had served a cruel mistress, but after
this he lost all real clew.

He made innumerable inquiries of cab-

men, hoping to find the one who had driven
Minnie from her house of bondage, and thus
obtain some clew to her next home.

But all his inquiries failed.
When a week had passed ln this hopeles

kind of work, he bethought him of a prom-

ise to his American, agent that he would
look up and call upon his sister.

"I wish I had done this at first" mused
Alan. "Who so likely to be able to suggest
ways of tracing a woman as a woman?"

Ten minutes later he was bowling west-

ward through the streets of London, as fast
as a fresh horse and the street traOlo
would let him go.

Arrived at the address, he asked to see
the lady, and was Immediately shown lata
her presence.

"Your brother, Charleston Evans, of New
York, made me proro'M that I would orH
upon you. Mrs. Gilpin," explained Alan.

He wondered why the lady stared so at
him. Then, without at once replying, she
took up his card again she had tossed it
down on the table, scarcely read, when he
had himself been ushered in and now,
reading the name more earefully, said soft-
ly, more to herself than to her visitor
"Alan Merridew. how-- strange!"

He would have asked her what she meant
br that speech, but she began rapidly to
question him as to her brother's welfare
and other matters connected with her ab-

sent relatives.
The clock on tho mantel chimed half-pa- st

1 while she was speaking, and reminded her
of her duty as hostess.

"Have you lunched, Mr. Merridew?" sha
asked. "If not. and you will take a little
with me. I shall be very pleased ah. thera
goes the gong."

Alan declared his willingness, adding. "I
scarcely know how I am existing this past
week. I get my meals or go without In
the most erratic fashion, which reminds me,
Mrs. Gilpin, that I made up my mind to ask
you, on the strength of my acquaintance
with your brother. If you could help me In
my difficulty."

The "I will, if I can, Mr. Merridew.
that fell from the sweet-face- d woman's
lips sounded bo full of comfort and promise
In the ears of Alan that he could almost
have blessed her aloud.

In a few minutes he told her all his story,
nddlng. "and now. Mrs. Gilpin, that I have
succeeded, financially, bejond my most san-

guine hopes, I cannot find a trace of my
darling, my promised wife, Mlnnla RoyaL
I have told you what I have done ln the
way of search, can you help me, by what la
called weman's wltT'

The eyes of Mrs. Gilpin were full of tears,
and sha was struggling with some ed

sobs which seemed to choke her
as she said, "Let me go and put back the
luncheon for half an hour, Mr. Merridew;
I will return to you ln a few moments, and
shall doubtless have thought of some plan
of helping you by that time."

Mrs. Gilpin left the room, sent her word
of delay of luncheon to the kitchen, thea
passed quickly up the thickly-carpete- d

stairs to a room that adjoined the large day
nursery.

Her eyes danced with delight as she ran
quickly back to the drawing-roo- though
she managed to sober her face a trifle be-
fore she appeared before Alan.

In a mysterious way she said, W1U you,
promise me. Mr. Merridew, to utter

to remain perfectly still, while I
show jou a picture that may suggest to
you a way out of your difficulty la tracing"
this missing lady. The picture Is really a
tableau vlvant, and has for Its subject
something which I feel sure will have In-

terest and meaning for you."
Puzzled, but trusting. Alan gavo the prota-ir- e

asked of blra, and followed his hostess
up the stairs.

The room he was shown into was a small,
coi!y-fumish- sitting-roo- and was evi-
dently only parted from another roosx by a
pair of thick curtains.

He had no time to take tn the various
effects of tho little room, for his hostess
led him across direct to the curtains.

The murmur of a voice came up from be-

hind that curtain, and at the first sound of
those tones he started visibly.

Mrs. Gilpin looked with swift meaning at
him. and laid her forefinger upon her lip.

Sho pointed to a tiny crevice between tha
curtains, he followed her directing Cnger.
bent his head and looked upon tho tableau
vivant

It pictured a large room, a cheerful fire,
a beautiful girl of four or five and twenty,
a boy of nearly seven, standing- - by her left
knee, gazing rapturously Into her face
while a sweet girl, two years older than tha
boy, sat ln a little chair upon the opposite
side, her hand held fast In the young"
woman's, who was telllns a fairy story to
the listening children.

"Then' one day." went on the fair story-
teller. In her sweet silvery tones, "her
Prince had to leave his land to fight the
great battle of life."

"The maiden was sad. very sad, at th
thought of the parting, and the Prince was
sad. of course, though, manlike, he tried
not to show it too much."

"It was in the cold, gray of an early win-
ter morning that the Prince's ship sailed,
and the poor maiden stood upon the damp
deck folded for the last time In the arms ot
her Prince. Then they had to kiss and say
good-b- y "

The speaker's voice faltered here, and a
great, warm, salt tear fell splashing on the
boy's clasped hands, as they" rested on her
knee.

Craning his neck upwards, the little fel
low- - kisseil the sweet face of the story-
teller, as he said, tenderly:

"Please, dear Minnie, don't tell us another
word If It hurts you to tell It. but

"There Is not much more to tell, Harold."
said the fair girl, "for the Prince has never
returned, and the lonely maiden waits and
longs still for the sound of his voice and
the sight of his face, and

"I believe, dear Minnie." began the little
girl in a grave, assured tone of voice, "that
that poor maiden Is yourself, and that the
absent Prince Is the gentleman whom you
are going tn marry, and ""

"He'll como back again, all right, Inter-
rupted the boy, "the rrince arways does ln
fairy tales, and then

"Hullo!" he suddenly ejaculated. I saw
that curtain jnove."

With the nlmbteness of a sprightly boy
he leaped to his feet, flung back the divid-
ing curtains, and revealed- - another tableau
vlvant

There was barely 'time to note the new
picture before it broke up.

Alan Merridew had leaped Into the larger
room and was holding the Joyously weeping
Minnie clasped In his arms, while he rained
kisses upon her upturned face....

"I shall never know another care in life. I
think." said Minnie, softly to her husband,
as they ro'led through Kent on the after-
noon of their wedding day. They were en
rotite for Dover to catch the Calais boat,
being bound for France and Italy by way of
a honeymcon.

TUB EXO. .
-- .,

Mr. Brown: "Good morning. Mr. Jones;
how's your wlfeT Mr. Jones (who is deaf
and didn't quite understand): "Very blus-
tering and disagreeable this morning." Tlt-Blt- s.

"After all, it Lsn"t the big troubles that
bother a fellow ho much. It's the little
things that annoy us most" "That's right
Why. they say a hornet's sting Is only

of an Inch long." Philadel-
phia Press.
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